
Are Bad
"Knocked Into a Cocked Hat? This Day in

THE meaning of this expression is not generally known. THIS is the anniversary of the signing at Runnymede in
'cocked hat" was a varietv of the game of ten pins, t

- 1215 of the Magna Charta, the great foundation of
in which only three were used, set up at angles of a tri-
angle.

freedom in England. The document, signed by King John,
When, in bowling at ten pins, all were knocked assured the supremacy of the will of the people over the

down cxaept the three at the corners, the set was said to will of the King. Charles I. tried to override these princi-
plesbe "knocked into a cocked hat." over 400 years later, and lost his head.

HEARTS OF THREE
By JACK LONDON.

Leoncia and Francis Plot to Rescue
Henry From Hands of His

Enemies,
fSy-aonr- ts of Preceding Chapters.)

Kanci Morgan, descendant or Sir
Henry Morgan, historic buccaneer, de-
cides to pass up activities of city life for
a. Trhie and plans a fishing trip. To
Thomas Regan, stock operator, comes
Alvarez Torres, a South American, who
announces he has a tip on the location of
treasure buried by Morgan in the old
pirate days. Regan has an idea.

Young Morgan sails for South Amer-
ica in pursuit of the treasure. TIpon
landing he encounters a strange young
vroman who appears to mistake him for
ome one else. He is fired upon by thre

natives and seeks safety aboard his ves-
sel, the Angelique.

r"rancls learns he and Hr-r- y. the mys-
terious islander, are both descendants of
Pirate Morgan.

Francis discovers his resemblance to
Henry was responsible for his peculiar
greeting upon first landing on South
American territory Francis encounuis
Torres again. Francis 1 saved from
death on gallows and Henry is arreaied

in his place. Leoncia finds her fancy
has strayed from Henry to Francis.

"Nothing was the answer, ex-
cept that we do not need him and
that I'm not exactly infatuated
with him. He is a fool and would
spoil any plan. Look at the way
he fell down on testifying- at my
trial. Maybe he can't be trusted. I
don't know. Anyway, what's the
good of trusting him when we don't
need him? Now his plan is all
right. "Well go straight to the jail
and take Henry out, if all of you
are game for it. And we don't
need to trust to a mob of unhung
rascals and beach-sweeping- s. If
the six men of us can't do it we
might as well quit"

"There must be at least a dozen
guards always hanging out at the
Jail,' Ricardo, Lconcia's youngest
brother, a lad of eighteen, objected.
Leoncia. her eagerness alive, again,
frowned at him. but Francis took
his part.

"Well taken," he agreed. "But
we will eliminate the guards."

"The five-fo- ot walls," said Marti-
nez Solano, twin brother to Alvado.

"Go through them," Francis an-
swered.

"But how?" Leoncia cried.
"That's what I am arriving at.

Tou, Senor Solano, have plenty of
saddle horses? Good! And you,
Alesandro, does it chance you could
procure me a couple of sticks of
dynamite from around the planta-
tion? Good, and better than good!
And you, Leoncia, as the lady of
the hacienda, should know whether
you have in your storeroom a plen-
tiful supply of that three-sta- r rye
whiskey? Ah! the plot thickens!"
he laughed on receiving her as-
surance. "Now, listen But wait.
I want to talk to yon, Leoncia,
about private theatricals

CHAPTER V.
It was in the mid afternoon, and

Henry, at his barred cell win-
dow, stared out into the street
and wondered if any sort of a
breeze would ever begin to blow
from old Chiriqul lagoon and cool
the stagnant air. The- - street was
dusty and filthy filthy because the
only scavengers it had ever known
since the town was founded centur-
ies before were the carrion dogs
and buzzards even then prowling
and hopping about in the debris.
Low, whitewashed buildings of
stone and adobe made the street a
furnace.

The white of it all. the dust, was
almost achingly intolerable to the
eyes, and Henry would have with-
drawn his gaze had not the several
ragged mozos, dozing in a doorway
opposite, suddenly aroused and
looked interestedly up the street.
Henry could not see, but he could
hear the rattling spokes of some
vehicle coming- at speed. Next it
surged into view, a rattle-tra-p

light wagon drawn by a runaway
horse. In the seat a gray-heade- d,

gray-bear- ed ancient strove vainly
to check the animal.

An Odd Accident.
Henry smiled and marveled that

the rickety wagon could hold to-
gether, so prodigious were the
bumps and jumps imparted to it
by the deep ruts. Every wheel,
half dished and threatening to dish,
wobbled and revolved out of line
with every other wheel. And if the
wagon held intact, Henry judged,
it was a miracle that the crazy har-
ness did not fly to pieces.

"When directly opposite the win-
dow the old man made a last effort,
half standing up from the seat as
he pulled on the reins. One was
rotten and broke. As the driver
fell backward into the scat his
weight on the remaining rein
cansed the horse to swerve sharply
to the right.

What happened then whether a
rheel dished, or whether a wheel

had come off first and dished after-
ward, Henry could not determine.
The one incontestible thing was
that the wagon was a wreck. The
old man, dragging in the dust and
stubbornly hanging on to the re-
maining rein, swung the horse in a
circle until it stopped facing him
and snorting at him.

By the time he gained his feet a
crowd of mozos was forming about
him. These were roughly shoul-
dered right and left by the
gendarmes who erupted from the
Jail. Henry remained at the win-
dow, and, for a man with but few
hours to live, was an amused spec-
tator and listener to what followed.

Giving his horse to a gendarme
to hold, not stopping to brush the
fifth from his person, the old man
limped hurriedly to the wagon and
began an examination of the sev-
eral packing cases, large and
Fmall, which composed its load. Of
one case he was especially solicit-
ous, even trying to lift it and seem-
ing to listen as he lifted.

He straightened up on being ad-
dressed by the gendarmes and made
voluble reply.

"Me? Alas, senors, I am an old
man and far from home. I am Leo-pol- do

Narvaez. My father was Bal-tazer- de

Jesus y Cervallos e Nar-
vaez, feon of General of
martial memory, who fought under
the great Bolivar himself. And
now I am half ruined and far from
home."

Prompted by other questions, in
terlarded with the courteous ex-
pressions of sympathy with which

even the humblest mozo is over-gcnerou- sly

supplied, he managed
to be politely grateful and to run
on with his talk.

"I have driven from Bocas del
Toro. It ha3 taken me five days,
and business has been poor. My
home is in Colon, and I wish I were
safely there. But even a noble
Narvaez may be a peddler, and even
a peddler must live. ch. senors. is
it not so? But tell me. is there not
a Tomaa Romero who dwells in this
pleasant city of San Antonio?"

"There are any God's number of
Tomas Romeros who dwell every-
where in Panama," laughed Pedro
Zurito, the assistant jailer. "One
would need a full description."

"He is the cousin of my second
wife," the ancient answered hope-
fully, and seemed bewildered by the
roar of laughter from the crowd.

A Ray of Hope.
"And a dozen Tomas Romeros

live in and about San Antonio," the
assistant jailer went on, "any one
of which may be your second wife's
cousin, senor. There is Tomas
Romero, the drunkard. There is
Tomas Romero, the thief. There is
Tomas Romero but, no. he was
hanged a month back for murder
and robbery. There is the rich To-

mas Romero, who owns many cattle
on the Hills. There is "

To each suggested one. Leopold
Narvaez had shaken his head dole-
fully, until the cattle-own- er was
mentioned. At this he had become
hopeful 2nd broke in:

"Pardon me. senor. it must be he,
or some such one as he. I shall
find him. If my precious stock-in-tra- de

can be safely stored, I shall
seek him now. It is well my mis-
fortune came upon me where it did.
I shall be able to trust with you.
who are, one can see with half an
eye, an honest and an honorable
man." As he talked, he fumbled
forth from his pocket two silver
pesos and handed them to the jailer
"There, I wish you and your men
to have some pleasure of assisting
me."

Henry grinned to himself as he
noted the access of interest in the
old man and of consideration for
him on the part of Pedro Zurita
and the gendarmes, caused by the
present of the coins. They shoved
the more curious of the crowd
roughly back from the wrecked
wagon and began to carry the
boxes into the jail.

"Careful, O senors. careful." the
old man pleaded, greatly anxious,as they took hold of the big box.
"Handle it gently. It is of value,
and it Is fragile, most fragile."

wnne me contents of the wagon
were being carried into the jail,the old man removed and deposited
in the wagon all harness from thehorse save the bridle.

A Parting- - Shot.
Pedro Zurita ordered the harness

taken in as well, explaining, witha glare at the miserable crowd:
"Not a strap, or buckle, would re-
main the second after onr backs
were turned."

Using what was left of the wagon
for a stepping block, and ably as-
sisted by the jailer and his crews,
the peddler managed to get astride
his animal.

"It is well," he said, and added
gratefully: "A thousand thanks,senors. It has been my good for-tune to meet with noncst men withwhom my goods will be safe onlypoor goods, peddlers' goods, you un-
derstand; but to me, everything, myway upon the road. The pleasurehas been mine to meet you. Tomor-row I shall return with my kinsman,
whom I certainly shall find, and re-
lieve from you the burden of safe-guarding my inconsiderable proper-
ty." He doffed his hat, "Adio's,senors, adois!"

He rode away at a careful walk,timid of the animal he bestrode,which had caused his catastrophe.'
He halted and turned his head at acall from Pedro Zurita.

"Search the graveyard, Senor Nar-vacz- ."

the jailor advised. "Full ahundred Tomas Romeros lie there "
"And be vigilant. I beg of you

senor. of the heavy box." the peddler
called back.

Henry watched the street grow
deserted as the gendarmes and thepopulace fled from the scorch of thetun. Small wonder, he thought tohimself, that the old peddler's voicehad sounded vaguely familiar. Ithad been because he had possessedonly half a Spanish tongue, to twitaround the language the other halfbeing the German tongue of themother. Even so. he talked like anati'c, and he would be robbed likea native if there were anything rtvalue in the heavy box deposited
with the jailers. Henry concluded,ere dismissing the incident from hismind.

In the guardroom, a scant fiftyfeet away from Henry's cell, Lco-pold- o
Xarvaez was being robbedIt had begun by Pedro Zurito raaK-in- g

a profound and wistful survey
of the large box. He lifted one end ofit to sample its weight, and sniffedlike a hound at the crack of It asif his nose mignt give him somemessage of its contents.

"Leave it alone, Pedro." one of thegendarmes laughed at him. "Youhave been paid two pctos to behonest"
The assistant jailer sighed, walkedaway and tat down, looked back atthe box. and sighed again. Con-tinually the eyes of the men rovedto the box. A greasy pack of cardscould not divert them. The game

languished. The gendarmes who hadtwitted Pedro himself went to thebox and sniffed.
"I smell nothing." he announced."Absolutely in the box there isnothing to smell. Now what can

it be? The caballero said that itwas of value!"
"Caballero!" sniffed another of

the gendarmes. "The old man's
father was more like to have been
peddler of rotten fish on the j.tri-t- i
of Colon and his father before him.
livery ling beggar claims descent
from the conquistadores."
(TO BE C07VT1MJED TOMORROW.)

Very Good Talkers Often Very Listeners
History
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This spert costume of white cotton crepe is combined
with inserts of Kelly green yarn threaded in white. The en-

tire dress is trimmed with green and white

Cherries and Berries
WHEN THEY ARE

By Loretto C. Lynch. l

folks g;ot it into their
SOME that a certain loou is

expensive anu tnereiorc never
to be indulged in by the family of
modest means. Then, too. somo
folks think of certain foods as in
expensive, suited to the purse of
poorer folks:, and purchase these
whether they are or not.

"I simply don't see how. they do
It," remarked a woman having
luncheon with a friend at a tea
fchop serving a table d'hote meal
for SO cent.. "Take the dessert
alone," sho continued. "Thev serve
a larK slice of sponge cake and
strawberries molded in gelatin.
Now everyone Knows that hponge
cake is an expensive dish, and
strawberries in the market today
are :;0 cents a quart."

Yet, with the best butter at SO

cents a pound and milk at 15 cents
a quart, the little tea room was
making a cheaper, cake when they
made a five-eg- g cake that
served twelve portions than had
they choHon to servo a butter
cake, considering that eggs were
but 50 cents the dozen.

Strawberries were in season, yft
they were a bit high in price, and
the thrifty manager of the tea
hhop served only three or four ber-
ries to each portion, hut extended
the flavor by the use of gelatin.

If berries fcms a little high,
even though they arc in sea.on.
try sorn of these f!avor--xtcndin- g

desserts. Slice two or three large
berries and mould therii in little
individual gelatins. One berry-ma-

be saved to garnish the top.
This is especially attractive if the
mould is topped with a generous
spoonful of whipped cream or melt-
ed marshmallou.

Press a cupful of blackberries,
raspberries, blueberries or logan-
berries through a fine strainer. Add
one or two teaMp"oonrul3 of sugar
and cook the juice for five minutes.
The quantity of sugar will have to
depend somewhat upon the sweet-nes-- s

of the berries. Sweeten any
leftover breakfast cereal, oatmeal,
cornmeal. wheatna, mould it in
teacup.-.- , pour the berry juice over
it and serve hot or cold a3 a little
pudding, garnished with fresh ber-
ries.

Do you know how to make a
good roly-poly- ? Any kind of ber-
ries, pitted cherries, peaches or
plums nay be u.sed in this.

All measurement level. A stand-
ard half-pi- nt measuring cup in us-e-

One quarter cup shortening, j tea-
spoon :; teaspoons baking pow-
der, and about ni cup milk. I're.-m- i

shortening, add Migar gradually .

then the egg, well beaten. Add
flour and baking powder, prevlous- -

AT THEIR BEST
lv mixed and sifted, and the milk
alternately, a little at a time, until
a .soft dought is formed.

Care must he taken not to get
this mixture too sort. Roll into a
rectangle about one-four- th of an
inch thick. Paint over with melted
butter. Sprinkle with well-sweeten- ed

fruit and roll like a jelly roll.
Steam for three hours tied in a
muslin sack or enclosed in covered
lard pail. This roly-pol- y may be
boiled. Serve It with hard sauce
made by rubbing half a cup of
powdered sugar into quarter of a
i up of sugar. This may be flavored
with a few drops of vanilla and a
grating of nutmeg.

Tarts are simple to make and
easier, peihap", 10 ?ere than pie.
Mix a cup of flour with H teaspoon
of salt. Chop in six tablespoons of
.shortening and wet to a rather dry
paste, with ice water. Roll out as
for pie. Invert a gem or muffin pan.
Grease the outside of it. Cut tho
paste to fit. taking care to prick
each tart several times with a fork.

Bake in a hot oven about five
minutes. When removed these arc
hollow shells. Fill with fresh ber-
ries or cherries and pour a syrup
made by cooking together ' cup
fruit juice with 1 cup sugar. ' cup
water and I tablespoon of corn-
starch together for live minutes.

A Striking Illustration.
Dr. Abernathy once iaited a

crusty old laird who was laid up
with tho gout. He wanted to get
out with his gun and was in a tem-
per, and while the doctor was look-
ing at his foot asked eomplaining-ly- ,

"Why don't you strike at the
loot and get me better?" Solemn-
ly the doctor got up, took his walk-
ing stick, and smashed to pieces a
decanter of wine which was stand-
ing on the table. The astom.shed
laird sprang up and demanded an
explanation. "Oh," said the doctor,
"1 am only striking at the root:-- '

The Palmist Puzzled.
A fortune teller, after carefully

examining a lady's hand, described
in glowing terms the future await-
ing her. "Nothing but success and
happincrs will be yours for ycar3
to come," he said. "Conquering all
your rivals, you will marry tho man
of your choice, a tall, dark, hand-
some man of distinguished ances-
try." "Vou don't really mean it?"
"Yes," was tho leassuring reply of
the fortune-telle- r "young and
ri h " "How commented
i he young woman. "But how am I
to got rid or my present husband?"

4

This dress hat of georgette, of a light brown shade, is
daintily trimmed with clusters of roses, purple and green
grapes.
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Puss in Boots

By David Cory.
arriving In the little town

ON of Derby. Puss drew rc!n
before a small eating house

and after fastening the feed bag to
his horse's head", went Inside to or-

der something for himself.
But Tuss was a wise little cat.

He did not Intend to have her in-

sult him. or to lot her imagine for
an instant that she could poke fun
at him. So he asked her whether
she had eyes In her boots, and this
so embarrassed her that she
dropped 'the salt cellar on her foot
and overturned the pepper box.
And then every one began to sneeT-e-.

Well, just a Puss was about to
begin his luncii. a man entered tiic
dining room and picked up the food
in front of Tuss and ran away.

"A little old man of Derby.
How do you think he served me"
He took away iny bread and cheese.
And that is how he served me."

said Puss to his good gray horse.
"I'm not going to stay in this town
another minute."

"Well. then, little master, get on
my back. We'll soon leave it be-

hind us." tho faithful steed.
So off they went, and as they passed
the market place, thev saw the man
and his ram in the midst of a grcit
crowd.

"There is our friend, the man
whose ram Is such a wonder." said
Puss The man was having a good
deal of difficulty in tying the ram's
tail to the market bell, for tho ram
wouldn't stand still. Ho evidently
didn't care about being a bell ring-
er, and I don't blame him.

"At length the tail was made fast
and then! Well. sir. the Peoplo in
Derby had never heard a bell ring
the way that one did.

He pulled it up and down. fdr.
He pulled it back and forth.

He swung it ca.st and west. sir.
He rolled it south and north.

And then he pulled it down, sir,
Krom oft Us beam of oak.

And vanked it down the Ftrect, sir.
Until the old thing broke.

"Ha, ha." laughed Tuss. and he
rode out of the town on his good
gray horse and went merrily on hia
journey of adventure

"And next time I'll tell you what
happened alter that.

Copyright. 1910. David Cory.
To Me Continued.

Unexpected Testimonial.
"Ma wants two pounds of butter

exactly like what you us last.
If it ain't exactly like that, she
won't take it." said a small boy.
The grocer turned to his numerous
customers and remarked blandlv:
"Some people in my business don't
like customers who are particular,
but I do. It's my delight to serve
them and get them what they want.
1 will attend to you in a moment,
little boy." "Be sure and get tho
same kind," said the small boy.
"A lot of pa's relatives are visiting
our house, and ma doesn't want 'cm
to come again!"

At the Bazaar.
t

"Why don't you buy something at
my stall" demanded a girl at a
charity bazaar. 'Recauso I only
buy from the homely looking girl "
said the man. They find it harder
to make sales."

Pfcoto by Keystone Phots. Ve-- v Comnury.

DO YOU KNOW
THAT

Cigarettes are sometimes made
of leaves of the coffee plant. Many
who have tried them prefer them to
tobacco cigarettes.

It is bolieved that t "rlest place
in the world Is that portion of
Egypt between the ' lower falls
of the Nile. Rain L .s never been
known to fall there.

To keep patent leather shoes In
good condition, rub them with a lit-
tle olive oil occasionally and then
polish them with a soft cloth: this

will keep the leather from cracking.

Willie Carelessly Put

When a Girl Marries
A STORY OF EARLY WEDDED LIFE

Betty Is Found, and Jim Informs
Anne That He Is One Member

' of a New Firm
By Anne Lisle.

(Copyright, 1919. by King Features Syn
dicate, incj

CHAPTER CXXXVIII.
Virginia seized the

WHEN from Anthony
Norreys and insisted on

being the one to speak to Bet'.y's
companion,. Miss Moss, I felt that
my sister-in-law- 's character had
come to a grave test. Would "Vi-

rginia think coldly and selfishly in
terms of herself? Or would aho
visualize the situation warmly and
generously for Betty's" greatest
happiness.

But when she talked over the
telephone to Miss Moss, Virginia was
wonderful. She said that of us all
it was only I who'd been inspired
to discover this way of reaching
Betty, and that some of us would
come down in the morning. Thin
she gave herself to catechizing
Miss Moss. When she turned from
the telephone her face wore an ex-

pression that was almost sheepish.
It was easy to see that Virginia
wasn't in the habit of giving- in to
any one, and was rather ashamed
of what she evidently thought was
her own weakness.

"Betty didn't want to worry ns,
Virginia said. "She was going-- to
have Miss Moss 'phone tomorrow.
There was just a little operation on
her arm. and she preferred to have
it nicely over before she told us
about it. It's all right now. Misa
Moss assured me. She won't loss
the use of her arm. It's her right
arm. Oh, Betty's too good to be
true!"

"Betty Bryce is a glorious wom-
an," said Anthony Norreys rev-
erently.

A glow lighted his thin face, and
my eyes turned very humbly to the
glove that showed beneath his right
Bleevcs. I seemed to hear again
the simple words he had spoken at
our first meeting.
"They got the good old right hand

back in the days when Terry "--!

I were together at Verdun."
And now Betty! Our beautiful,

proud Betty. That gesture of hers
as she had stood so oiren Deioro
me with her scarred white hand j

against her lips, wars ariermatn
is so cruel. I sent up a quick lit-
tle prayer that I might see Betty
again with her hand against her
lips, and then came the thought of
the pain and the fear that gesture
must have indicated. What fear
had Betty scarred white hand
pressed back from screaming its
way out of her throat In a terrified
plea for help?

Norreya Is Hopeful.
Then, precisely as if he had heard

ray chaotic thoughts, Antthony Nor-

reys answered me:
"Anne, our Betty will win through.

She's been enduring- - more pain, no
doubt. They'll cure that. And scars
don't matter. Bettyll learn that
soon when Terry's love teaches it
to her. She has a big love to bless
her. And love comes from every

Down His Violin Case While
By FONTAINE FOX.

tCopjnitht. 1911. by th Whtaltr Bysdi eats.

side to her beauty and splendor.
Don't grieve too sorely over Belty."

Then strangely enough I found
that It wasn't Betty but Anthony
Norreys over whom I was grieving.
For he was wounded and maimed,
and he had neither beauty nor love
to compensate him. So I went over
and laid my hand on the wrist
above that gloved wooden substi-
tute- for thp right hand.

"What a friend you are! What
a friend!" I said.

"What a friend yon are! Betty
Is rich. In you and Vee. Whatever
comes you girls must make sure
that Betty sees nobody can be cri-ppledexcept in his own mind. The
wounds that have come out of thewar are going to secure for life's
step-childr- en the lamo and tho
deformed their rightful place at
life's table. Don't pity Betty.
Promise me you won't do that,
whatever happens. Just love her.""

We promised. And then, after ar-
ranging to have the car In readl- -
to start as soon as I heard from 'Terry, Anthony Norreys took Vir-
ginia home. As she kissed me
good by I noticed how tired and
wan she looked.

"Now what am I going to do?
I found myself asking of space
when they had gone.'

It was only 5 o'clock and the
prospect of the hours until Jim
should come home and I could talk
It all over with him seemed in-
terminably long. I had so rouca
to tell him, running the gamut
from our discovery of Bettys
whereabouts to the loving fare-
well kiss Virginia had given me.
So it was with a shock like the
prickle of cold spray that I remem-
bered that Jim had said he might
not be home to dinner.

Then the phone ran?. It was
Carlotta Sturgess Inquiring for
Betty. I told her our news.

"Weren't you going- - to let me
know?" she asked almost re-
proachfully.

Remembering- - all her kindly In-

terest, I answered her that I would
have phoned her, and I think I
meant it in spite of my discovery
that her father's company had
ruined Jim's father. After all,
vengeance was not mine. And in
spite of her father's business meth-
ods) and her own friendship with
Pat Dalton, Carlotta Sturges had .

won a right to my kindness.
A long, lonely Interval after Car--

lotta's call, and then the telephone
again. It was Jim. I blurted oat
that we had found Betty.

"Great! Bully! Didn't I tell you
so?! he cried, almost absentmlnded-l- y.

"Now you'll be in a mood to
celebrate my forming- a new firm.
Meet me at the Occident Theater at

--S:15.M
"But. Jhn must I have dinner

alone? I cried.
"Oh, cheer up: that won't hurt

you. Just think h'ow happy you are
about Betty and cut out the whim-
pering. Meet me at 8:15.' and
mind you look sweet. No grouch,
now."
"All right," I promised. "But yon

haven't told me who's In the new
firm. Jim Jim"

But Jim had rung off.
(T Be Continued.)

Waiting For the Car.
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